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EMILY PESTANA
PITH
Your subself circles 
on her bike,
then your three mothers call
— Come home
— go away 
— damn it, sister
Each asks
— That you, dear? 
and kisses you 
probably because 
you’re learning 
to swim.
O ne m other plays the piano 
scientifically— measure by 
measure— a sonata divides 
inside like a fevered language
— Listen, you cannot dream 
sans mal-aria
Nights she reads
— O n a train forever
they get accidentally killed.
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W hich one s the story? you ask, 
w hich one’s me? H ow  about a way, 
or hill, or numbers 
to divide?
— Here, she says 
wear this face.
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